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HAT do you think, Aunt Vio-
W let? The new minister is com-
ing to-night!”

sliriam Blake and her cousin, Efiie
Towers, burst into the quiet old-fash-
foned sitting-room like twin gales of
wind so fresh and sudden and inspirit-
tug were they.

It was a very cheerful apartment
with the crimson earpet flooded with
October sunshine, the canary singing
from his cage among the geraninms in
the window-seat, and a bright wood
fire crackling from the most burnish-
ed of brass andiorns on the hearth—
for Aunt Violet loved an open fire,

and adhbered to it through all the mod- |

ern innovations.
She was a woman past thirty, yet
very pretty withal—a woman whose

type of face and form would always
rewmain youthful, rown hair, with
rippling lights of gold upon it§ sur-
face; blue-gray eyes, large and shaded
with long lashes; a complexion where
the fresh white sand red betokened
perfect health and a smiling, cherry-
red, melting wouth, whose smiles be-
trayed a singularly regular set of
teeth—Miss Violet Brown was perhaps
quite as attractive in her mature wo-
manhood as she had been in her fresh-
er girl-days.

“Toe-night?’
is the parsonage all in

*All prepared, I
do yeu think, Aunt Violet,”

Miriam with glirlish

said At

“And

Violet,
readiness?
And what

waént on

believe
edeeriess, ol
old Mrs. Marsh going there with her
two daughters te and
make it ‘sort o bum-like,” as she says,
for Lhim the first night?"

And Violet smiled over her crochet.

“Why,” struck in Effie Towers, “the
Marsh girls are as old as the hills.,”

"Not quite as old as the hills,” said
Aunt Violet, quietly. *Sarah Marsh
Mehitable can-
two older.”

prepare tea,

is about my age, aud

oot be more than a year or

“Ob, Aunt Viclet!” said Eille, coax- |
Ingly, stesaling both arms around Miss |
Brown’'s slender waist, “nobody ever |
thinks of your being old! '

It's pu e Iluer nevertihe-
ess said it V T"_ cerenely

Aunt sajid Mirinm sudden- |
iy, a8 she sat looking her aunt fall in
the face, “how 1 wish Mr. Smith
would fall in love with vou!™

Aunt Violet shirngged her shoulders.,

"My dear c¢hild, isn't Brown a sufli-
clently common cognomen but you |
wiaut to change it into the still more
backuneyed name of Smith%”

inking of the

“I wasn't
Aunt Violet—I
myself what a
you would make.”

“1 shall never make anybody’s wife,
Miriam.”

"W hat nonsense!” ejaculatead  the
gay girl. *“Why, aunty, you are the
prettiest of our whole set, yet with
your sweet-pea complexion and those
big innocent eyes of yours—"

But here Effie Towers interrupted,
speaking gravely with serious glance.

“l kunow what makes Aunt Violet
speak so, Miriam—she has had a dis-
appeintment years and years ago.”

Was -';:I_\

“Aunty! Did you really?”
“*Years and years ago,’ as Effie
says, 1 had a lever,” returned Aunt

Vielet, calmly. “And what interrupted
the current of true love?”

“1 was foelish, and wished te test
my power. Clarence, that was his
name, was basty and impualsive, and
my folly incensed kim. So we parted.”

“And is be married now?”

“1 do net knew. 1 have never seen
nor Leard from bim since. He was
only spending the summer vacation, a
college student, im our quiet village.”

“What was his last name?"

“N'importe, Miriam, do not let us
dislnter any more of the horrid past.
{ have told you my folly. See that
you take warning by it.”

Miriam Blake's soft

And none of

name, |
reficeting to |

splendid minister's wife |

coaxings could win from Aunt Violet |

eny farther confidences,

“You are not an old maid, darling |

sunty,” said Miriam, *“but Sarah
Marsh is, and 1 mean to enter the lisis
with Ler myself to win the new min-
favor. The parsonage would
m:ike a pretty nest for such a bird as
I am, all embowered in roses and
clemnatis, and full of delicious little
by windows and maple-shaded piazzes,
[ hope he's young and good-lookinz.”

Effie,
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“Ile's just thirty-five,” said
‘for Ilcacon Alden told me s0.”
“Did

ook ,:]';'_' ar not?”

“No, he didn’t, as If Deacon Alden
cared for bis looks.™

{hat is rather old-bach-
& man isa't totally past
reforin at thirty-five,” observed Mir-
fam, pensively, “If Aunt Violet won't
have him I'l try my chance.”

“I shall never marry,” gravely re-
fterated Aunt Vielet, with more seri-

{hirty-five

bl

elorish,

ousness than  Miriam's  light-jesting
way seemed to call for.
“1f that's the case,” sald Miriam,

“1'1l go and rip up the breadths of iy
litoe lawn dress, and have the fluted
ruliles dope up. One can't be too care-
ful of one’s advantage of costume at
stuch a critieal time, and £ know Mehit-
alile Marsh has got a white dress with
blue rosebuds all over it

“Miriam, what a rattlepate you are,”
e,
“Irout 1 tell you I need a minister
just to sober me

&1 el

for a bushand,
Aud with this Parthian arrow of re-
Miriam quitted the room,
with Etfie following her.

I'roseutly she came back again, dane-
merrily into the room.

tort, Miss

g

he say whether he was good- |
- | you

“I've found out my future husband’s
name.”

“What is it?”

“A decided novelty—John Smith.”
Aunt Violet smiled, and Miriam van-
ished once more like a twinkling bit
of thistledown.

Violet Brown sat gazing into the
coral depths of the bright embers that
had fallen through the logs en the
hearth. Somehow, spite of her asser-
tion of self-reliance and independence,
she felt very lonely that October after-
noon.

“I'll zo for a walk,” thought Violet.
“Perhaps a little exercise will dissi-
pate this gathering despondency.”

She tied a round hat under her
curls, put on a coquettish scarlet cir-
cle, tasseled with white silk, which,
according to her loving nieces, “made
her look like a delicious little Red
Riding Hood,” and went out into the
fresh autumn air, where the woods,
all radiant with gold and crimson
~lories, were showering their leafy tro-
phies on the walks below, as she en-
tered their silent aisles,

“Autumn,” she thought, sadly, “how
soon it has come upon us! And it is

but a little while since spring was
here with her dew and roses. My
gpring has vanished, too, and unlike

the saecred season of birds and blos-
soms, it will never return to me again.
Heigho! I wonder what I was born

“THINKING A LITTLE PINSIVELY.”

world for. 1 don't seem to
be of very much use to anyboedy.”

Violet was thinking thus, a little pen-
sively, as sbe sat on a moss-enameled
fallen tree, tapping the drifts of yel-
low leaves with the point of her para-
sol, and letting the fresh, fragrant
wind blow the gold-brown curls back
from ber forehead. She was not think-
ing how picturesque was her attitude,
nor how beautiful her face looked in
its oval clearness, with pink flushes
on either cheek, but both these facts
struck the perceptions of a tall strang-
er carryving a valise in his left hand,
whe had just crossed the stile leading
from the main road, aund entered the
illuminated glow of the autumnsl
woods.

Ile raised his hat with a ceurteous
motion as Miss Brown started at his
advancing feotsteps.

“l beg your pardon; I fear I have
unintentienally startled you.”

“Not at all.”” Violet looked up earn-
estly at his face as she auswered.

“Perhaps you can direct me to the
shortest cut across these woods to
Millhambury? I am not quite certain
as to my localities.”

“You ure on the direct path now,
Clarence Smith.”

He started, in his turn, and gazed
scrutinizingly into her face.

“I thought it was familiar to me!”
he exclaimed, “and now I know it.
Violet! who would have thought of
meeting you here?”

Violet Brown trembled like an aspen
leaf, but she strove to control her-
self.

“The world is full of
chance meetings, Clarence.”

She had balf turned away, but the
gentleman had put down his valise,
and was evidently inclined not to part
with her so readily.

“Stop, Violet—do not go away.
love! I have so longed to see you, all
these years. Tell me that you have
not entirely forgotten the past—that
have still

into this

just such

| for the wayward lover who flung away

liis brightest chances of happiness
long ago! Vielet, you were my first
love—be my last?”

“Do you love me still, Clarence?”
she asked, the blue-gray eyes soften-
ing to a strangely tender brightness.

“Do 1 breathe and exist still? I
tell you, Violet, my heart is like the
century plant which only Dblossoms
once—and its blossoming is in the sun-
shine of your love alone.”

She was silent—lovelier than ever,
Clarence thought, in the momentary
indecision, the shy hesitation of her
manner, as she stood under the old
trees, a gold-tinted leaf drifting down
here and there around her, and her
tremulous hands clasped to hide their
flutter as far as might be.

“Violet, darling! tell me that you
love me.”

*“I love you, Clarence!"”

There is a Garden of Eden created
anew for every happy pair of lovers
—and Clarence and Violet stood in
Paradise now!

“But, Clarence,” resumed Violet,

when the first all-absorbed words and l

| counted

My |

a word of tenderness |
{ with both hands, and gazed out as if
| she had never seen a pepperianint.

been exchanged, "I don't comprehend
this at all. How did you come here?
and how did you know where to find
me?”’

“I did not know where to find you,
Violet. Chance has been my friend
here, and as for my opportune appear-
ance on the scene, it is very easily ac-
for. I have been called to
take charge of the parish of Millham-
bury.”

“Clarence, you are not the new min-
ister?”

“But I am the new minister.”

“His name is John Smith.”

“l beg your pardon, mia amima—
it is John Clarence Smith.”

And Violet's surprise was sufficient-
ly amusing to the reverend gentleman
at her side.

Old Mrs. Bezabel Marsh and her
two elderly, hard-favored daughters,
had got the parsonage all ready, even
to lighting tle evening lamps on the
study-table, and poking the clear an-
thracite fire that burned in the dining-
room grate.

Miss Mehetable had turned the
tumbler of ¢rimson currant jelly into
its cut-glass dish, and disposed the
green sprigs of parsley to the most
striking effect round the thinly-eut
slices of boiled tongue, while Miss
Sarah made a Leaning Tower of Pisa
of the buttermilk biscuits, and whisk-
ed the flies away from the suzar-basin,
in readiness for the expected guest,
and like the hero of song, “still he
came notl”

“The kittle's beilin’, and the tea’s
all steeped,” said Mrs, Marsh, as she
sat in the big rocking-chair in frount
of the fire. *It'll e spiled if he dou™
come pretty soon,”

“He'll be here presently now,” said
Miss Mehetable, loosening her ecurls
from their confining papers. “0Oh, ma!
I wonder if Le'll be pleased with what
we've done!”

“He can't help It,” snid Murs.

mentally congratulating hersolf on lier
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double chances of being the minister's
the

mother-in-law. dut words were
yet on her lips and the trinmphant re
flections yet in her mind, when a

knock came softly to the door, and

Miriam with her

Blake entercd, rosy

long walk through the frosty autumn 1'
twilight. i
“Have you heard the news?" asked [
Miriam. *I thought I'd come over and |
tell vou. The new minister has come.” ‘
kes cjaculated frs. |
M: j
I don't Blieve it,”” said Mehetalile, |
“Oh it he has for v ' [
Al Yol { [1't s Ly .r

house to-night.
arsh and her dau

Mrs. M

chters both
stared.

*\What airth does it
demanded the elder lady

“I'll tell you a very, very great
cret,” c¢ried the delizhted Miriam.
“He's an old beau of Aunt Violet's,
and the engagement has been renewed,
and my dear little blue-eved aunt is
to be the minister's wife the very next
month that ever dawn upon us!”

“Land o’ Goshen!” eried Mrs, Marsh.

“Well I never!” said Miss Sarah.

“l shouldn't think.,"” venomously com-
mented Miss Mehetable, *that he'd
want to marry an old maid.”

“There are more old maids than one
in the world,” observed Miriam, phil-
osophically. “BSo If you'll kindly lock
up the room, I'll take the key back
to my new uncle-that-is-te-be. I hud
thought of setting my cap at the new
minister myself, but I cheerfully yield
the palm to Aunt Violet.”

She tripped kome, threugh the duslk,
laughing to herself st the discomfit-
ure of the Marsh family. Aunt Vielet
and Mr. John C. Smith were sitting
cozily together over the fire whea she
returned, and, as she passed threugh
the room, she only paused to throw
her arms around Violet's neck, and
whisper:

“What do you think now about mever
marrying, Aunt Violet?'-—The Hearth-
stone.

an all mean?”
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Monkey Discipline.

One of the monkey cages in the
New York “Zoo” contains a mother
monkey and her baby. Some visitors
one day gave the mother a chocolate
peppermint. She tasted it, smacked
her lips, winked, and put it all into
her mouth—only to remove it at once,
and smack and wink much harder.
After a second she repeated her ex-
periment, and again hastily removed
the peppermint.

Once more she put the dainty in her
mouth, but more took it out
Then, with watery eyes, she laid the
candy carefully on the ledge of her
cage, turned her back, walked over
to the opposite side, seized the rails

OlCe

Meanwhile the baby, who had been
engaged with visitors in a corner, had
returned to the front. Seeing the pep-
perinint, he picked it up and tasted
itt. But his mother’'s three experi-
ments had left only a nibble for him.
That disposed of, he, too, walked to
the opposite side, seized the rails, and
stood gazing out with the same air of
utter absorption as his mother’s.

As soon as the latter had cooled
down she came back again, and look-
ed for the peppermint. Not seeing it,
she swept with one paw all along the
ledge where she had left it, but in
vyain. Suddenly she ran to the bahy.
and twisting his head to face herself,
put one hand on each of his jaws,
pulled his mouth wide open, stuck her
head in, and gave a big sniff. Then
she turned him over and spanked him
soundly.

We don’t know that the Latin in
geriptions on tembetones stand for
but have an Idea that, translat d infc
English, they weuld mean: “He's al

glances of their new happiness had '
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WHEN THANKSGIVIN' COMES.

Goein' to have a joyful day

‘Bout next Thursday down our way;
Helatives ‘1l all be here

Comin' now fr'm far an' pear.

(iat a turkey home, I'Hl bet

Is the biggest we've had yet;
Always lots to eat. I've found
When Thanksgivin® comes ground.

Pa. he'll carve the noble bird,
Tellin' all the jokes he's heard;

Ma, she'll keep things movin' right,
Everyvone'll t2lk a slght

All exeeptin® Bill an’ me 3

We'll be still as still can be,

Won't have time to muke a sound
When Thaunksglvin' comes dround.

Gollv! but it's bully, though,
Iavin' relatives, you know.

Ma jest smiles when Bill and 1
Take n second plece of pie;

Pa, he'll only laugh and roar
Whea we pass our plates fer more;
Never's scolded ps ner frowned
When Thanksgivin® comes around.

TUnele Jim sez me an' ]
'S jest about ez bard to fill
Ez two elephants, bu
If they'll only let us be
Wo won't eare for wha
But jest grin an' eal away,
We'll be full elear frtm the
When Thankselvin® comes around.
Bluffs Nonparell,
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A THANKFUL
THANKSGIVING
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been hard work to say “no’” to Lida—
and the girl =oon came in, her apron full
of the sprigs of the old maple tree,
whose shadowy boughs kept the window
veiled With ecool shadows through the
giaring summer days and showered fad-
inzg gold upon the dead grass when the
antunmn came,

Mrs. Nishett looked with tenderness
upon the graceful little fizure seated on
the hearth rongz, when the shine of the
high heaped logs lost itself in her bright
hair and made sparkles in her eyes, as
the wreaths and trails of autumn leaves
grew rapidly beneath her deft fingers.

“Lida.” she =said softly, *“Lida, my
dear!” Lida leoked up.

*1I saw your Aunt Constance vesterday
hut. there's somethin’ reserved about her,
and [ didn’t like to ask about yon—
whether you had decided to go out as a
soverness or not: hecause, my dear, Joel
and I were talkin' last night, and we
both thought what a comfort it would be
to have you here.”

*To have me here?"

“We're old
how we've both took a faney to yon, my

and we're alone, and some

child. So when Aunt €

zoes back to the eity, if you choose to

YOIur mstance

come !'.-"!'"l'—

Mrs. Nishett paused abruptly and burst

| into tenrs.

“We had a little girl once, my dear.
i if she'd lived she would ha' been
nizh about your age.”

Lida let the leaves drop down on the
floor o3 she sprang up and threw both
arms round the old woman’s ne

“Oh, Mrs. Nishatt,” she whispered
softly, “von are o very, v kind. Ik
lieve me, T appreciata it all, but—but—
[ hardly know how to tell you.”

Mrz. Nishett listened intently. ILdda
smiled and eried a little and then whis

7 IN'T feel as if 1 should enjoy this
. .'u- civin®,”! suid Mrs. Joel Nis-
A tt. looking Jdown into basket of
-~ - .’ u I],. 14
L e taking up I
L i n a skall; *no, 1 I:
1, Sar observed ber hus-|
y had rown a hoge log |
11 G L thisiyhn i
ianizin Vi Ii's as harnsome
18« r fis d 1 u't
L a ) < I've had nicer
- t ar’ corn lot |
i ¢ 1 in pies or |
es ‘I'hanksgivin®,” |
.
I w I
£ )
resteh |
5 1wl a bran’
it bein |
oy { sort ol
i know whit else
IS, N wtt only answen 4] by a s Zh.

‘1 wonder if ‘tain’t possible Stephe’ll
zaid after a pause.
“He writ no e thought he'd drop |
morrow mornin® if he caught |
e expected. Only think, old
: rs since Stephe was |

» hnm to-night,”™ she

arly to
N

. gy
1 1

nan: iDs five yed

nm to Thanksgivin'!”
(311 Nishett rubbed his horny
134

hands,

vith a chuckle ding:

“And I s'pose, if

Vgoogettin® Lo be a

all aceounts is true,
great man out in
hat western country. It was kind of a
iamd pull when he went off and left us,
tiie boy was in the right.”

“Yes.” said Mrs. Nisbett dolorously,
‘hnt somebow I can’t get reconciled to
ho idea of his marryin® a strange gal

yt there”

it maybe

scarcely

Juel seratched his head. This was a
phinse of the

suhject that he
felt competent to discuss.

“Maybe vou’ll like her.

e

Stephen says
he's a nice gal.

“Stephen says! As if a man over head
ind ears in love wouldn't say anything.”

“[ wish he'd told us who she was.”

Airs, Nishett groaned again. Joel went
e to the woodpile, the everyday shrine
vhenee he generally derived what little
f philesophic inspiration he had.

“Murs. Nisheut!” !

It was a soft little voice, and the old

ladv's frece relaxed instinctively as it
sonnded on her ears.
“Why, Lida Tremaine—'tain't you!”
“It is. I've done evervthing that Aunt

(Constance wanted, and now I've just run
wor to see if you don’t need a bit of
help.”
She stood in the doorway, a fair httie
vpparition, all flushed and rosy with the
iber wind, while her blue eyes
parkled as if they were twin sapphires
idden away under her long, dark lashes. |
ine was neither blond nor brunette, but|
 fresh chiecked girl, with nut i‘arn'm':lj
vir, skin like the leaf of a damask rose, |
siraizht, refined nose and lips us ripe|
crabapple, though Dy po means

NiGven

s a red 1
o sour. Generally ghe had a demure
t of gravily lingering about her face.

it when she did laugh a dimple came
it upon Ler ehesk and a row of peariy
ath olimmered instantancously.
In cne hand she carvied a bungh of
e gutunmn flowers.,
e she eried, holding them up. “I
capsackad Aunt Constance's garden for
wp, | knew that tiie man-
i noeded something, and, with a branch

. s of scarlet leaves, I'll have a royal

Mz vase on

et to help you keep Thanksgiving.”
Mrs. Nisbett took the fair oval face
wotween lhier two hands and kissed the

re=h little mouth.

“Set down, Lida,” she said. *“1 wasn't
i-calenlatin® to have mo sech fixin's up,
it you've sech a way, child, 1 canm’t
iever say no to you.”

“Isut vou're going to keep Thanksgiv-
nz” cried Lida, throwing off Ler eutsr

rappings and daneing ap to the looking
-lass like a littie ga.e of wind, “becauss
vou invited Aunt Constance and me to
linner and because your son is coming
YOoane, '

“Yes, child, yes,” sazid Mrs. Nisbett,
subsiding once more into the mournful
tey from which Lida's sudden appear-
had momentarily aroused her.
“Joel's got the turkey shut up in a eoop,
ind the bakin's done, and I'm just a-fix-
in® them apples, and P

“Oh, eh,™ é¢ried Lida, who had fimt-
tered to the window, “what glorious red
leaves speckled over with little drops of
gold! May I make some wreaths fur the
wall? Oh, please say yes"”

Mrs. Nisbott said "yes"'—it would have

VIO

perad so low it was searcely audible,
“T am married.”
“Married!" ejaenloted Mrs

all a woman's interect In

oagine to he

portant piece of information. “And wh
to 7"

“Your son lives in Iowa—in FParling
ton 77

"‘.(\Q.‘.

“Well, did he ever mention the name
i ——"
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wsity, and fin ] ) ! Ll e
thns frustratinzg all his wife's desions

and euiting off her ebance of hearing
Lida's story.

“Dear me!”

)

thouzht she.

ed when he wasn't wanted! How lone-

*“T don’t be-|
Jlieve the man was ever born who know-

spme it seems when Lida’s gone! What

does the girl want to get married for
when I conld ha' took such sight o'
comfort with her? Oh, desr, dear! It
does seem as if the world was all

askew!”

The next day, in spite of the weather
prophet’s prediction of snow, dawned
clear and brilliant as the dying smile of
Indian summer. By 11 o'clock Mrs. Nis
bett was dressed in her best silk and
c¢ap, with the turkey browning beauti-
fully in the oven and the eranberry tarts
doing credit to themselves as well ns to
their maker, the table set, the fire high
heaped with crackling logs and the plates
dressed with coronals of autumn leaves.
Aunt Constance, a tall, prim maiden
lIady of uncertain age, stood before the
bedroom looking glass arranging her coif
fure. lida, in a blue dress with a late
autumn rose in her hair. was tripping
hither and thither as light footed ani
helpful as half a dozen household fairies
merged into one, while Mrs. Nisbett
stood regarding her with a loving eye,
murmuring to herself:

“Well, well, it seems like it was the
Lord’s will to deny us of just what we
mo<t want, but if 1 had a daughter 1
could wish she was like Lida.”

As the eld kitechen clock struck 1 Mrs.
Nicbett, looking from the window, gave
a little ery.

“There he comes—thera comes Joel,
and. as | live, there's the boy with him!”

L.ida ran into the bedroom.

clasped in the arms of a tall, handsome
man of four or five and twenty.

“Lida."” said the proud matron, striv-
ing to disengage herself from the afec-
tionate clasp, “this is my son Stephen,
and—why, what's the matter?”

For Stephen had dropped her hands
with an exclamation of surprise and
amazement, and Lida stood there glowing

crimson.

“Lida! Why, mother, this s a sur
prise indeed that you have prepared for
me!"”

echoed ths astonished
that’s a good un, when
[I'm ten times as much surprised as you
be! Lida, what does this mean?”

“It means,” said Lida, with a degdoe
amile—she was beginning to r.--:-«,-‘u;i.er
geattered self-possession—"it means that
this is the gentleman I am to be married
to!”

“Stephen!” cried Mrs. Nisbhett, “is Lida
to be your wife?”

“She has given me her promise to that

“I' prepared!”
old lady. *“Well,

effect, at least,” said Stephen, looking
proudly down upon his lovely little
| iancee,

“Well, if it don't beat all how queer
things do happen!” said Mrs, Nishett,

her face rad

Nishett, |
t IES E’::' |

| be alarmed, my dears:

When sha returned. Mrs. Nisbett was

“And _l,.,!;.\'i' heen ii"'

int

in’ neighbor to me these six weeks and
[ never knowed it. Lida, why didn't
yom t¢ i

“Beeanse [ never dreamed that Ste
phen Risingham. my betrothed western
OVer. WS vthine to Mr Nisghert,”
wd L .

P hpr now " einoulated the farms
or 1iow 8 = i v 11 e was

v my nephew, ad #1 when his par
ents (diad, twenty gowl years ago? We've
Iways ealled him son, and he's always
heen a son to us. DBut Lida didn't know.
Old woman., what do you say to Ste-
phen's wife?"

Mrs. Nishett elasped Lila te her
heart.

“I do say,” she ejoenlated, “this is the
thankfallest Thankszivin® | er lived to

Daite N

see!"—New York

On Thankseiving Wer k.
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The lL.eader of the Runaways—Don’t
it’s nothing but
a vegetarian hunting for edible fungi.

Thanksgiving Day.

Our pilgrim fathers left us a good ex-
ample when theyr aside a day
which to devote our thoughts to cot
ing up the blessings of the year—not only
to outside causes of prosperity, such as
the abundance of our erops, the good
fruit vear, peace and plenty everywheres,
but we should ecount our personal bless-
ings, “one by one;” even in those where
sorrow and trouble are ever present—the
blessings would outnumber the afllie-
“ions.

Is it not something to see the blue sky
and the green fields, to hear the joyous
song of the birds, to have the use of our
limba, and. better far, a clear brain and
an active mind? ILet us keep our hearts
tuned to praice and thankegiving, then
wve will bring smiles to other faces that
seldom smile. These are little things, but
life is made up of little things.
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Soliloquy of a Turkey.
I know that Thanksgiving day's most hers,
And it makes me long to fiy,
For I've reached my prime, and it's mighty
clear
That Iit's time for me to dle.
I saw the head of i hounge come out,
And he smiled as lic gnzed at me,
And he cried aloud that there was ne
doubt
What a comfortahble meal I'd he.

Oh, I've got to go! And it gives me a fig,
Thought it Isn't so much for my Hfe
That I care ahont, but he can’'t carve a blg,
And I've got to bhe harked by his wife.
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